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beeutv of the et.rrv
elev before retur:nlnQ to the
cozy wenath of hi• heL

OF

PRECIOUS

THINGS

by

C.A. Lavinger

When the prince•• reached 111arital age everv
eligible swain in the kingdom dedicated hintWelf to
winning her. Bv •i><e& and sevens, nines and elevens they ca111e -- from hamlet, hummock, bog, heath
and fen -- laying eeige to the castle with a
thousand tender assault• and prettv strategies.
The king reveled in the turnout but dreaded
111aking a choice for his onlv child and daughter,
so he devised a contest
to resolve the 111atter
for
him.
"Bring 111e the 111ost precious thing in •Y lc:ingdo111," he co-anded
the wildly proliferating swain
herd.
"He who can •how 111e this fanta•tical item
before three •un• e1epire will vain the prince••'•
hand and with it my roval bleasing."
Upon flinging down the nuptial gauntlet, the
king •trode out, leaving the ardent as•e111bly to
its own ruminations.
"Oh hot" •pouted one luatv lad with a wink
and a grin, "If I could but conjure the princess
in Nature'• •-et
garb •••
Surely that •ust be

the

lll08t preciou• thing in the kingdom!"
"Nay!" cried another, •ore practical sort,
"Forsooth, it's the chime of the golden quadrinea
resounding from his majesty's Royal Bursary!"
Still a third was convinced it must be the
queen's own heart-shaped (and heart-sized!) betrothal ring.
But before any more dayglow had faded,
the •uitors went on their way•, heads dizzy with
prospect•, •Pirit• warmed to their •eparate
quests.
By the second sundown the king had been •hown
a platinu111 ingot on loan from the Royal Treasure
Vault, a prince••-•caled coronet enc:ru•ted with
lapis and pink pearls, a cape cunningly fa•hioned
of lOOY. hummingbird fluff and a carved ony1e orb
trapped within an ivory globe suepended in a crv•tal
•Phare.
Yet his aole reaction was fli111•ilv veiled
impatience.
<The divine right biz can inake one
shockingly blase.>
The third afternoon wa1eed then waned. The
king counted a dozen different
tiaras together
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cOMprieing a je-l•d
apectru"' a bewilderi"9 conflux of oilded objeta, trinket• and curioaiti•••
at leael five aworda forged over aorcerera' fla11199
and bedizened to the hillJ three alftlbice bri-i"9
with peach-llavored
Elixir of Youth and two rare
phial• of leara, each certified aa having been
ahed by hia -Jeaty'a own tax collectora.
By now the kirl9'• royal wrath waa beginning
to get the better of him • • •
Juel aa the aun waa bidding farewell to the
final day, h~ver, a breathl•••
and diaheveled
youth burat into the throne r004ll detHnding an
audience with the prince••·
Only in her fair
countenance, the gaaplng aultor awore, could the
111oat precioua thing in the real111 be revealed.
Bored and wearied by the competition, the king
conaented, aummonlng hia daughter by royal page.
The 1110111ent ah• appeared -- long before anyone
could atop him -- the now miraculoualy refreahed
para111our took the princeaa in hia arma, tilted her
backward• and 111ade intimate, feveriah contact with
her exalted but wholly uninitiated lipa.
"How dare you, knave!
What ia the 111eaning of
thia villainy?" the king thundered, but no one
elae In the chamber made a sound.
For there,
fired by the cri111aon arc of the aun'a decline,
anyone -- even a king -- could ••• the prlnc•••'•
bluah aoflening into roae-colored ecataay.
A
radiant a111ile alipped aero•• her face and alayed
there.
"I have brought you Love'• Firat ICiaa, Highneaa," the laal conleatanl announced, boldly adding, "'Tia by far the moat precioua thing In your
kingdom • • • or in anyone el••'•I"
The young awain'a pluck, hi• e1equlaite cheek
perauaded
the king to make him hia aon-in-law in a
trice.
By aovereign deer••·
But even more wondroua and unheard of,
even more utterly fantaetic
i• •••
that••
far••
anyone know•
the prince•• continues lo
a mile
radiantly • • •
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bv
Charles Rampp
"You could do .. an even greater
favor,•
the Indian aaid, between puff• on the borrowed
pipe.
Karl slowly tightened the reel on the old
casting rod, it• tip upraiaad in a forked atlck
propped with
atones:' Catfiah hunting here
on the river, he had expected a very quiet evening.
He ••••d back 1110re c0111fortably onto the
old boat cuahion.
"Tell 111e about it," he aaid.
"After I finiah thia plpeful.
Haven't had
a good a111oke in a couple of hundred yee.c.a.~
The
loin cloth with ita front and back panels didn't
look like it had been bought in a atore.
Sturdy
waa a good word to deecrib• the young .._.n. who
looked like an Indian, aaid ha was an Indian,
and was wading in the river when firat aighled
bv Karl.
He had gathered •obait, and on thia.
third night of return
home •••
with a week to
go until that last year of college began, ha had
hugged his .ather and told her waa going fiahino
a couple of nighla.
He and his Dad, who waa dead
now for five yeara, had enjoyed the old Mohawk
River l09ethar in 111anv ways, inany ti111es. "Catfish-hunting," Dad had called it •••
the evening tight-line fishing along the stream, looking
for th• deep holes where the big cats -re.
Tomorrow, he would start out a little earlier, turn
over rocks in the ahallower places, get aome helgramites and try for one of the channel cats.
There was 111ysterv in the appearance of thi• companion of his, and even 111ore in hi• 111anner.
Too
long in the Rhineland, Karl thought,
A year at
Frankfurt and manv other
place• -- and he had
to admit that he was 1110re than a little h0111eaick
for it.
Philosophy for credit and learning, and
then travelling, th• legends, the stories, the
places for learning and growth.
But this i• no
Rhine inaiden!
Who was he?
Probablv another college boy,
home for a ti111e, and playing al being 111vaterioua.
He looked out over the river, hi• river, he
thought , •• growing up on the farm aplit bv
the river into two far111aa it had always been
there • • • he wae glad, loo, lo be ho11e.
"Where did vou aav this tobacco was from?"
the queation brought hi111 back to realitv or
whatever this waa.
"Virginia.
Il'a Half and Half •••
all I
ever a1110ked."
The two lines were unchanged,
neither elackening or Jerking, ao he cleaned the
bowl of his corncob with a ten pennv nail he always carried, and filled it. Alwav• a good thing
to have two corncob• in vour pocketJ when one
ool to biting a little, awitch to the other.
And
you never could tell when a 111vaterioua Indian
would cot11• along and aak for the loan of one of
the111.
"Yir... ginn. .. ah ••• " The stranger aighed.
"People uaed to get it from there, but it'• a
long walk."
Karl lit hi• pipe, one 111atch, even though
there waa a little breeze.
He inhaled genllv and
let the .-oke trickle out.
"You don't. • . • don•t thank the Spirit •••
the Grandfathers?"
"Thal'• a Plains Indian cere111ony •••
Black
Elk."
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